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Author's Notes: 
I'd recommend not reading this if you get squeamish easily since | wrote this off of things that make me 


shudder (and | have a stomach made of iron) 
| never write in first person so this sort of ‘retrospective’ ‘tell-not-show' style was used for practice. | really 
like this though, and it features my ultimate, bulletproof ‘kink’: self harming/other mental health things/violent 


stuff in general happening in bathrooms. This crops up in another four or five of my stories if you don't 


believe me. 


His biggest sin was being born, but at the end of it so was mine. 
| probably wanted to be like him in some vulgar, fucked up way. It would have made a lot of sense. 


When | was younger | wanted to slit my wrists fearlessly, | wanted to hate life, | wanted to kill innocent animals 


without mercy. 


| didn't want to cringe anymore at the sight of a small, lifeless rodent Dead had found on the back road of our 
shitty cabin 


Like Dead, | wanted to inhale the way it's corpse stank, to twiddle with the safety pins holding the gaping hole 


of its gut open. | wanted to play with its intestines, | wanted to love every second of it. 


"Try it" Dead told me one evening, sometime in late 1984. We had just gotten our cabin and Necrobutcher and 


Hellhammer were off of their respective partners. It was just him and me. 
| eyed the knife he was holding out, it was still stained with his blood, and it looked very sharp. 
"Go on" He goaded and | tried not to let my fear show. 


| haven't ever cut myself. | bragged about it to friends, how l'm fearless and | can mutilate myself without a 
hitch, but | was lying. | was terrified of the pain, of breaking an artery and of bleeding out on the ground. | was 
afraid of death. 


| took it in my hands gingerly, weighing it in my palm. Dead was already all cut up- and damn proud of it. He 
was sitting in the murky bathtub water. 


| felt like | was in an art film, like | was being shot through a kaleidoscope or something equally pretentious. It 
must have been his own inflated ego, his extremity, and my own childish need to prove myself to the world 


around me that gave me enough courage to hand him back the knife and say: 
"Hold it" With a straight, unwavering voice. 


| stripped off my sweater- it was blue and black and I'd worn it to rags by this point in time- and my jeans 
before chucking them both into a sad, dusty corner. | climbed into the bathtub with him, letting the dirty 
water splash across the tiles as he, with a smirk that made me think he could see right through my bullshit, 
handed me the blade. 


His big, blue eyes never left me. | positioned the blade across my wrists and | dragged, pretending it didnt 
hurt, pretending that | loved it. 


By the fourth go | wanted to sob, to call my mother and tell her that her son has officially lost his mind, to 
go to the local priest and tell him to forgive me for | have sinned The blood fell as perfect red drops into the 
water, so still that for a moment | wondered if either of us were breathing. The air had frozen between us, 


nothing but the thick, ugly scent of my blood mixing in with his, and the hitch of a breath that could've been 


his, or mine, or a combination. 


It was all fun and games when it was only Dead cutting. | still don't know how someone could've really been so 
sadomasochistic. Maybe he was dying on the inside too, desperately trying to fit into the mold of an anarchist, 
but somehow | sincerely doubted that. 


What | did next was what felt right, and that seemed to mark a change in our treatment towards one another. 


| set the knife down over the porcelain ledge with a small clink, and brought my ruined forearm to my mouth. 
| wanted to outdo him in perversion, and to hide my own incompetence. | was going to go above and beyond. 


| stuck my tongue out and began drinking down my own blood, letting it roll down my jaw as | tried not to gag 
over the taste. Like milk, somewhat, like drinking milk off of an iron rail. 


Suddenly Dead grabbed me closer, and took the knife. He slashed across my palm and latched his mouth across 
the wound. | almost shrieked with pain, banging my viable fist against the wall as his teeth scrapped my skin 


He brought his own wrist to my mouth and | begrudgingly drank it, realizing just what | was doing. This was 
pseudo-cannibalistic, and right in the middle of the AIDS epidemic. 


"So you like this too?" He asked, his voice husky and | answered, like a mindless zombie: 
"| love it." 


Dead could've asked me if | liked bigotry and butt-sex and at that point | probably still would've responded with 
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" It was what it was, and through my haze | realized he was petting my head like | was a small 
animal, before wrenching his wrist away and returning the favour. 


It did odd things to me, the way his eyes flickered up to gauge my reaction, something between disgust and 
awe. | was half-dizzy with pain and confusion by the time we finally stopped, wordlessly. 


| watched with bewilderment as he pushed himself out of the bathtub and went to go get a towel. Unlike me 
Dead wasn't wearing his boxers, and | saw that he was half-hard from everything. | stayed there, feeling 
something unusual and strange inside of me as | floated in the bloodied bathtub. | tried to understand what 
Dead could've possibly seen in being dead because lying there and pretending to be a corpse was so painfully 


dull. 

He playfully threw the towel in my face, and | grabbed it and wrapped it around my hips, deciding that | was 
going to stay inside the confines of my bedroom for the rest of the evening. At least until | was less 
perturbed. 

It worked for about an hour an a half, | pretended to be asleep but really | was curled up in fetal position, my 
wrists and palms hurting badly as | tried to burn away the look on his face when my mouth was on him. It 
was impossible, and Dead grew impatient: 


"Dystei n?" 


"Yes?" | peered up from my pillow, realizing | was still in my towel. 


"So you're not sleeping.Lets watch the tape Jon lent us. I'm bored" 


| wanted everything but that at the moment but | didn't have the heart to tell him no, nor the courage. | 
nodded instead, shoo-ing him away so that | could get dressed. | caught some words Dead mumbled in his 
native Swedish, and | wondered what he meant by it. 


Neither of us were particularly good cooks, we were just two men in our early 20's. Dead boiled potatoes and | 
prayed that there was still some gravlax left. | hung off of that, cooking in silence before | was bombarded 


with even more blood and gore. 


The footage was granular and shaky, the screams very real as were the sounds of ripping flesh and sobs. | 


had to ask Jon where he got these things. 

| wanted to be entranced, | wanted to watch it with clinical curiosity. | wanted to have no problem being a 
powerless bystander but | was sitting there and wishing | could somehow help, and | felt disgusted with myself. 
Luckily it was only 20 minutes long, but it was endless to me. The person who was standing there in front of a 
handheld DSLR, trembling with fear was quickly reduced into nothing but mush, limbs scattered across an ugly, 
white warehouse. 

Somehow it was in the five seconds that passed after the entire ordeal, when Dead switched the television 
settings to a news reel focusing on the fall of the Berlin Wall, the distubring nature of it hit me. It quickly 
spread through my chest and lungs. | bolted across the living room and out the front door to vomit up 
everything inside of me with loud, sickening heaves. 

‘Its the blood | consumed earlier." | defended myself, feeling his hands brushing my stringy hair back. 

"Its the video," Dead corrected, and | wanted to kick myself. "But | don't fault you for it.” 


| stood up straight with broken pants, stumbling back into Dead's chest. He was so much taller than me but so 


skinny, his hands still holding the ends of my hair as | counted to a thirty underneath my breath. 


| hated how | let myself become weak in front of him like this. Earlier | had cut my wrists and drank my own 


blood, but a snuff film featuring someone who looked so genuinely afraid destroyed me. 
"l'm not usually like this. I'm just tired," | told him "blood-loss, seasonal changes, call it what you will" 


"Empathy. Øystein, | already told you that | don't fault you for it. Stop pretending that you're not bothered by 


it, everyone has their limits." 
Except you | added bitterly in my mind. 


"Just go away, let me breathe." | said roughly, as if | was somehow faulting him for this mess, but Dead didn't 


budge, instead he whispered: 


"| like you for what you are, now stop pretending you're something you're not so we can both sit there and be 
upset.” And it sounded like the mature thing to do so | did. | brushed my teeth and | sat back down, listening to 


happy Germans dancing around on the news. 

| remained silent, crawling in my own flesh as | picked apart a piece of gravlax. 
"Do your wrists still hurt?" He asked me and | lied: 

"No, yours?" 


"Yes." And | looked at Dead with big eyes. He tilted his head, as if he didn't know what else | was expecting out 


of him and that forced me to remember of how unfairly handsome he was. 


It was a known fact between us all that Dead was ridiculously beautiful for a man and | tried my best not to 
dwel on it too much. | didn't want to be him, it wasn't like that, but it made me curious to touch him, to see 
the way his gorgeous features could twist up. To be the cause of it. The thoughts made my stomach fill up 
with something so hot and dirty that | was forced to look at something other than his face. 


"Øystein" He told me, and | heard him move the plate from between us. 
"Yes?" | asked, pretending to be curious by the wall-clock 
"You aren't like me, are you?" Dead asked and my knee jerk reaction was to argue. 


| am like him. I'm dark, and disturbing and twisted and | love pain and hate to live, but | said nothing. | shrugged 
instead, cryptically and it goaded him on to lunge at me. 


My back hit the hardwood floor, and | yelped Dead held my jaw in place so that he could kiss me. So rough 
that it almost felt violent. | groaned in shock and tried not to melt so easy, even though | was already putty in 
his hands. His lips moved against mine in loud, wet smacks and | felt my body respond instantly. It got the point 
where | couldn't hold out anymore and | began grabbing at everything | could, my fingers twisting in his silky 
blond hair, nearly tearing it out of it's roots. 


| realized then that whatever | had been feeling, Dead had been feeling too, and it bothered me somehow. His 
hand reached out and began rubbing up the front of my jeans, giving me stimulation | didn't need. Dead broke 
away from me to watch the way | reacted, my facial features drawn in something desperate and irate. | didn't 


want to feel this way, especially not on the floor of my band's cabin 


| looked down and saw the way his skeletal hand was sprawled over the denim covering my erection. | could tell 


he loved it and it made me even harder. 


"P-Pelle.” | said pathetically, it was the first time I'd ever referred to him by his diminutive, and he looked at 
me with something soft as though those two syllables were the ticket to his vulnerability. He didn't kiss me, 
more so he stuck his tongue out for me to bite. And | did, letting Dead study the way my body trembled with 
need. | wanted to tell him that my biology clearly knew no gender, only a viable hand but nothing came out, 


instead | began pressing myself closer to him, wordlessly begging for more more more. 
Dead kissed me fully that time, his thin fingers begining to play around with my zipper. 
"Christ, don’t" 


"And why not?" Because it was sudden. Because it made no sense to me. Because really | was a tightly 
controlled person and this was out of my element. 


"Because |." He cut me off by ripping the buttons apart and yanking down my jeans. 
"You what?" 


"|..." and it was so pathetically futile. My dick was twitching for attention, and | couldn't think of anything but 
that. That | needed something done to me, | needed the relief. 


In hindsight it wasn't my proudest moment, but | haven't had many of those. | was breathless and so fucking 
horny that | just sat there and watched as Dead began making his way down until his teeth were grazing 
against the fabric of my boxers. 


It happened in a non-linear sequence. Dead was laughing at me, but that was because |, on my own accord, 
yanked down my underwear and ground his face into my crotch. | noticed that first because | was so lost in 
primal instincts that everything else was just an after thought. Dead had laughed at me. 


| was about to push him off and go commit suicide in order to save my honour but too quickly he wrapped his 
fingers around my aching, hard length and lead me into his mouth. It shocked me, the frantic nature of it more 


So. 


"We're on the floor!" | hissed in retrospect. | was looking at the front door fearing the moment that 


Necrobutcher and Hellhammer walked in to me getting blown by our vocalist. 
‘Mhmm." Dead agreed, bobbing over my cock. Hypocritically, | was still forcing him lower and lower until he had 
me completely sheathed in his lips. The sight was amazing, it made my toes curl in as he drew back and threw 


me a wicked, evil smile. 


It felt animalistic, it ended up with me so far up his asshole that | wondered if Dead ever got it out of his 
mind. | certainly didn't. 


"You like that? You fucking like that Pelle?" | found myself growling in his ear, digging my finger nails into his 


skin. 


"Yes!" He gasped, as though he'd just been pushed into a vat of scalding water. One of his hands was holding 
tightly to the edge of the table and the other was between his legs, stroking himself to the rhythm. | could 
see the nail of Dead's index and ring finger had shattered to pieces from his grip. He was bleeding but 
somehow it didn't deter him. 


| had the strangest, most obscure fantasies. Fantasies that would've made people go green if I'd ever let on | 
was imagining ripping Dead's skin off and nestling myself inside of it, of stabbing myself in each little pockmark 
over his skin- and there were many. | was inside of Dead, but | wanted more. 


| didn't care anymore if anyone saw, or what they'd think of me for it. They could've all seen what we were 
doing and at that moment | don't think | would've been ashamed. The feeling of Dead being so completely full of 


me was just too great. | forced Dead over to kiss me, soaking in his erratic breaths. 


He climaxed with a broken cry, his beautiful face twisting up as he tightened over me. It made me cum too, 
filling him with it. | didn't collapse over him, | didn't sigh breathlessly nor cuddle him afterwards, | stared at 


our bodies, ruined and naked and smirked to myself. 
| felt like | finally did if, like | finally lost my humanity the way | wanted to. | felt no fear, no guilt, only the 
vague taste of mint and flesh. | could've branded myself as something new, in the same was Per Yngve Ohlin 


no longer existed because he became Dead, | was no longer Bystein Aaraeth, | was Euronymous. 


| said our biggest sin was being born, but maybe l'm wrong. Maybe our biggest sin was being allowed to have 


met to begin with, being allowed to explore with each other the coldest and darkest parts of our minds. 


End 


